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POEMS BY CHILDREN 



THE PURPLE GRAY 

Star like a little candle, 

Moon like a silver sickle 
Which has lost its handle, 

Glows that downward trickle, 
Clouds that are pinkened by the glimmer of the faintly-blinking sun ; 

Shadows across the road, 

Scurries in the bushes — 
Made perhaps by a toad 

Or a stone one pushes, 
Lamp-light faintly shining through the twitching vines; 

After sunset glows 

In the purple gray — 
Gray that no one knows, 
Parting of the day: 
That's when grayish, trickling, drowsy things are dreamed. 

Arvia MacKaye 

SONGS 



Rosy plum-tree, think of me 

When Spring comes down the world. 

II 

There's dozens full of dandelions 

Down in the field: 

Little gold plates, 

Little gold dishes in the grass. 

I cannot count them, 

But the fairies know every one. 

Ill 

Oh wrinkling star, wrinkling up so wise, 
When you go to sleep do you shut your eyes? 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 



IV 

The red moon comes out in the night: 

When I'm asleep, the moon comes pattering up 

Into the trees. 

Then I peep out my window 

To watch the moon go by. 



Sparkle up, little tired flower, 
Leaning in the grass! 
Did you find the rain of night 
Too heavy to hold? 

VI 

Blossoms in the growing tree, 
Why don't you speak to me? 
I want to grow like you — 
Smiling — smiling. 

VII 

The garden is full of flowers, 
AM dancing round and round. 

John-flowers, 

Mary- flowers, 

Polly-flowers, 

Cauli-flowers — 
They dance round and round, 
And they bow down and down 
To a black-eyed daisy. 

VIII 

I will sing you a song, 

Sweets-of-my-heart, 

With love in it — 

(How I love you!) — 

And a rose to swing in the wind, 

The wind that swings roses. 

Hilda Conkling {four years old) 
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